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Disturbing the Chi 


Youthamnesia 


Disclaimer: Not mine. Just Fiction 


Note: This is for Butterscotch and Funky! You girls rockll 

Dave was on a rampage. Again. 

When was he not? 

He stormed towards his sandy haired bassist, finger pointed in his face. 

"You did it, huh? Thought you were so clever? Well, it's not funny!" the redhead shouted. 


Junior cringed, but didn't say anything. He didn't know what the big deal was. It was just a T-shirt! 


Nick and his stupid pranks! 

Who knew Dave would get all worked up like this. A simple shirt that read "Megadeth, Metal _in_ your ass!" It 
was in his dressing room and when he had seen it, he hit the roof. It was too close to the Metallica motto, hit 
too close to home. 


It was just a joke! 


Nick, the little coward, had run off, leaving Junior as the one taking the heat. But Junior wouldn't rat Nick out. 


Not even under Mustaine's withering gaze. He was strong, he could take it. 

‘It wasn't my idea, it was Nick's!" the bassist squeaked. "| just didn't say anything, cause it was just a joke!" 
Dave turned on his heels and stalked away. "And where is Nick?!" 

Junior shrugged. 

"And where's Marty? He's in on it too?" 


"No," the guitarist said from where he stood, leaning on an amp. "I'm just waiting for you to calm down so we 


can practice." 

The general clenched his teeth. "I'm perfectly calm!" 

"Right," Marty agreed. But as soon as Dave turned away he rolled his eyes. 
"Alright, Someone find Nick, now!" came the order. 

No one went anywhere. 

"Junior, go find him!" 

A sigh was heard and Junior reluctantly left. 

He didn't go very far. He just headed to the sound room. 

Dave never bothered to go anywhere. 

"Ok, joke's over, Nick. He wants you." 

The dark haired drummer grinned. "So, Dictator Dave couldn't take a joke?" 


"Guess not. He's pretty pissed" 


"When is he not!" Nick laughed. "For once I'd like to see that guy really smile or listen to us for a change. The 
selfish bastard!" 


The blonde laughed back, "Like that would ever happen!" 


"Junior!" someone shouted. The bassist jumped. 


Marty rushed into the sound room, breathing heavily. "Guys, something's happened!" 
"What's wrong?" 
Marty shook his head. "Dave is hurt, c'mon!" 


“But. just left him five minutes ago! He can't be hurt! What the hell could have happened in five minutes? Is 
Dave trying to prank us?" Junior grinned at Nick. "He's such a baby!" 


"No, he's really hurt," the guitarist grabbed Junior's arm. "He's passed out on the floor.” 
Nick followed the two of them out. And sure enough Dave was lying on the ground, out cold. 
"What the fuck happened?!" Nick exclaimed. "You weren't shittin’ us!" 

Marty lowered his head and muttered something. 

"What was that, Marty?" 

"| said..l.." he trailed off. 


Junior clutched Marty's arm. "We should probably call an ambulance. But tell us what happened first 


"You what?l" Nick and Junior screeched at the same time. 


Oh, Boy. Dave was gonna be pissed when he woke up! 


Nick stared, bewilderment drawn across his face. "I'm sorry, did you say ‘chi? What the hell is your ‘chi'?" 


"You know, my energy, my inner peace." 

"So for that you hit him?" 

"Well..yes." 

Nick cracked a smile. "He's gonna have your head on a silver platter, man" 


Marty whimpered softly. 


Wake Up and Smell the Possibilities 


Wake Up and Smell the Possibilities 
Disclaimer: Not mine. Just fiction 
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Dave looked awfully cute sleeping in his hospital gown, Junior noted. Too bad he was laying down, there was no 


view of the backside. 


The doctor had spoken to them earlier, no immediate brain damage, a concussion most likely. But they'd have 


to fully evaluate later. 


He hadn't woken up yet. Marty must have done one hell of a number on him. But where was Marty now? In 


the corner, fearing the General's wrath. 

Dave stirred, muttering something incoherently. 

Nick came over to his bedside. "Hey, Dave, get up. C'mon man, you awake?" 

"No! Don't wake him up!" Marty hissed from across the room. "I don't want to die!" 
Nick shrugged. "Hey, if | was him I'd kill you too, you fuckin’ hit him with a guitar!" 
"Well, he." 


"Yeah, yeah, messed up your chi, | know," Nick chuckled. He turned back towards Dave. "Sleeping like a baby," he 
whispered. "God, you know he's so gorgeous when that big flap of his aint movin'" 


Junior nodded and reached his hand out tentatively and gently brushed the sleeping redhead's cheek 
Dave's eyes fluttered 

Junior and Nick retreated several steps back, glancing at Marty. 

When the time was right, they would throw him to Dave and make a run for it 


Dave sat up. 


Nick and Junior inched closer to Marty. Get ready... 


Their leader rubbed his eyes and blinked a couple of times. He surveyed the room, trying to get his bearings 
straight. 


His band mates stared at him, all three looking like deer in headlights, their eyes as big as saucers. 


Dave opened his mouth to speak. Nick grabbed Marty and held him in front of him and Junior, a human shield. 
The guitarist whined in protest. One, Two... Three.. 


"Hey, guys," Dave said. "Are we in a hospital? What the fuck happened?" 

No one moved or made a sound, Junior was even afraid to breathe. 

Dave's eyes locked on the blonde bassist. Oh, shit! 

"David, what's going on?" 

David? Dave hadn't called him that in a long time. 

"Um..well.you see." Junior squeaked. He hid himself behind Marty. "Nick..tell him." 

"Well, Dave you see.Marty sort of.." the drummer looked at his dark haired friend. " You tell him." 
‘It was an accident! | swear it was!" Marty shrieked. 

Nick laughed. "Yeah right, you admitted yourself ya hit Dave because he...oops." he looked over at The General. 
Marty struggled to get free from Nick and Junior's grip. 

The green eyes flickered. "So you did this?" 

Marty nodded, but wouldn't meet Dave's eyes. "I'm sorry." 


"Why? Why did you do this?" 


on it..stomp away..." 
Marty closed his eyes waiting for the explosion. He was going to die, he could just see it now... 


"lm sorry.” 


He wasn't dead yet..and Fuckin Hell! Did Dave Mustaine just apologize?! No, he must be hallucinating. 

"You're what?" Junior asked, he was pretty sure he hadn't heard Dave right either. 

"I'm sorry | disrupted your chi, Marty." 

Dave was met with disbelief. Junior stood and stared, jaw hanging down, Marty slumped to the floor, blessing 
his good fortune. Nick stuck a finger in his ear and whirled it around. Damn earwax, he must have not heard 
correctly. | mean, Dave apologizing? Sure Dave, wasn't completely above that but still, Marty had whacked him 
over the head! 

Marty should be dead, by now. 


He must have hit Dave real hard. 


"What's the matter guys? Why the hell are you looking at me like that? Do | have a booger or something?" 
and the redhead genuinely looked confused. "What is it?" 


"Hey, Dave, what were you doing before you got bitch slapped by Marty's guitar?" Nick said, a slow smile 


creeping onto his face. 

| think | was... don't really remember...| know | was mad at somebody, but | don't know who." 
The drummer gave a sigh of relief. He was in the clear. 

"I'm sorry to whoever | was mad at." 

Junior shuddered. "Dave, stop saying that!" 

"Why? | really am." 


"| don't care. Stop saying it, it's really creepy!" 


Mr. Personality 


Mr. Personality 
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Nick stared out the window, wondering how long it was gonna take. Jesus, Junior drove like an old lady on a 


Sunday morning. The man was hooked on fucking speedballs yet drove under the godamn speed limit! 

At least they had gotten out of the hospital. Dave would be back to his old self soon, because man, he was 
acting funny! Not humorous or anything just weird. He kept referring to Junior as ‘David' and even 
complimented Nick on the shirt he was wearing. Nick had only worn the shirt once a week for the past two 
months, and this was the first time Dave noticed? And he was being way to agreeable, for Nick's liking. 


It was like a really bad episode of the twilight zone. 


"Where are you taking me again?" Dave asked from the backseat, for like the billionth time since they had 


gotten in the car 


"My house," Junior answered. "The doctor said he would release you but someone would have to watch over 


you. Nick and | volunteered, is that alright with you?" 
"Sure." 


Nick winced at the all to eager tone. Junior had goaded him into volunteering, he really didn't want to spend so 


much quality time with Dave. Especially now that he had become General Pussy. 
"Hey, Junior, can you drive faster? I'd like to get there sometime today." 

Junior frowned, "The speed limit is 65, what's the problem?" 

"You're going under it." 

"No I'm not" 

Nick watched as another car passed them. "Fuck it, just let me drivel” 


"No, my car, my house, | drive." 


"Just...you..ugh! Fine | don't care! | don't want to break your concentration and cause you to drive any slower," 


Nick rubbed his forehead. "If that's even possible," he muttered. 
"Guys, are we there yet?" a whine came from the backseat. "I have to take a fuckin’ piss real bad!" 


"Shut up, Dave!" the drummer snapped without thinking. Oh, God, What did he just say! He froze, but nothing 


happened. "Dave’..... Dave?" 

"What?! I'm being quiet!" the redhead hissed. 

Junior stifled a laugh. This was too ridiculous. "Hey Dave, your suppose to kick his ass for sayin’ that." 

"| don't know." 

The bassist shook his head. Dave Wusstaine, was not a good thing. He prayed to God it wasn't permanent, cause 
sure it was funny for a little while, but in the long run? Megadeth ran on Dave's anger and aggression, it 


needed the madman. 


"We're almost there guys," Junior announced, he really didn't want to think of life with this Dave. He pulled into 


his driveway, garage door nearing. 

"About fuckin’ in time, manl" The man from the passenger seat sighed. 
"Go to hell Nick!" 

"You first!" 

‘Guys, stop fighting!" Dave interrupted. "It bothers me!" 

"Fuck you!" was said in unison. 

Dave grinned. "You can!" 

The brakes screeched. "What? What did you just say?" 

The cheeky smile never left his face. "You heard me." 

Nick and Junior stared at each other then back at Dave. 


It would very wrong of them to take advantage of him in a time like this... 


H's called Blackmail, Bitch! 


It's called Blackmail, Bitch! 
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| parked and got out of the car, Nick followed. We had just about reached the door when Nick grabbed my arm. 


"What is it?" | snapped. | was already mad at him for what happened in the car. Mocking my driving skills! | am 


an excellent driver! 
"Hello? We're kinda missin! someone?" 
| slapped forehead. "Dave!" 


"No shit Sherlock." 


We ran back to the car and found Dave still in the backseat. Nick opened the door, "Dave? We're going in the 


house now, c'mon.” 
He eyed me through the tangle of red hair. "Where are we again?" 


| bit my lip to keep from sighing. "This is my house. You hit your head, remember? Nick and | are going to keep 
you here till your all better, is that ok?" 


Godamn, it was like explaining to a five year old. 


"C'mon Dave." Nick held out his hand and Dave instinctively took it. The drummer gave me a puzzled look, but 


led Dave up the sidewalk and into the house. 


“Alright..uh..Dave?" Nick stuttered as the three of us made our way to the living room. "You..uh..you can have 


a seat..right..there..on..on the couch." 
Dave obeyed, but dragged Nick along with him. 
"No, Dave! | need you to let go first” 


He released his grip and sat down on the sofa, his eyes on Nick the entire time. 


| cleared my throat. "Excuse me. 

Nick looked up startled, "What?" 

"Cimere," | said, folding my arms. "We gotta talk And Dave?" 

"Yes, David?" 

| winced at that. Too fuckin’ polite! "Don't move from the couch, you got that?" 
He nodded his head vigorously. 


"Good." | motioned for Nick to follow me into the dining room. | shut the door behind us so | was sure Dave 


wouldn't overhear. 

"What's the fuckin’ emergency, Junior?" 

| glared at him. "You know damn well. What the fuck is your problem?" 

He shook his head in confusion "My problem? | don't know what talking about?" 
"In there, by the car. You're all over him!" | shouted 


Nick stared at me, his eyes glittering in amusement, which only made me more furious. "Oh my God," He 


chuckled. "Jesus Christ, Junior." His chuckle turned into fits of laughter and he doubled over, clutching his side. 
"Its not funny!" | sniffed. It was wrong of him, Dave wasn't in his right mind. And | wasn't good enough? 

Besides the very idea of him and Dave was revolting! 

Nick continued to laugh. "Its just..0h my God." He giggled 

"What?! What is it?!" 

Tears rolled down his cheeks. "You sound like such a bitch!" He chuckled "Jealous, Junior? First your driving and 
now this? What are you my fuckin’ wife?" At this, a new stream of tears appeared and he laughed even 


harder. 


| didn't see anything remotely humorous about any of it. 


"Aw, now your gonna pout?" he wheezed. "Someone, get a camera! Junior the poor neglected housewife!" 


unethical, morally wrong, but the end would justify the means. "Camera! Nick, your brilliant!" 

Nick stopped giggling. "What? You just..You were mad at me two seconds ago, weren't you?" 

| put my arm around his waist. "Yeah, but you know | love yal And besides, you gave me a great idea" 

"| did?" 

| nodded. "Yup, call Marty, Tell him to get his ass over here, immediately." | grinned. "I'm going to get Dave." 
"And just what should | tell Marty that we're doing?" 

| leaned my forehead against his. "Nicky-sweetie, it's called blackmail." 

He smiled back at me and reached over to run his fingers through my hair. "Junior?" 

"Yog" 


"You _are_ a total bitch." 


Take my Picture 


Take My Picture 


Disclaimer: Not mine. Just Fiction 


| stood outside Junior's house for what seemed like hours. | had rushed over when Nick called, | wasn't exactly 
sure what was gonna go down but | heard two very important words; "Dave" and "Blackmail". Dave was always 
bossing us around and intimidating us, but in his present state he was actually quite sweet. So we would just 
take a couple of incriminating photos and when The General was back to barking out orders and disciplining us 
like we were five year olds we would have something to hang over his head. 

And sweet little Junior thought of this. 

| knocked again. No one answered. Where were they? The bag | was carrying was getting pretty damn heavy. 


"Hello? Junior! Nick!" | shouted, hoping they would hear me. "Godamn, quit screwin' for five seconds and let me 


in!" 
| pounded on the door. "You fuckin’ called me over here, open the fuckin’ door!" 


| heard the door unlocking and it open revealing a rather disheveled Junior. His hair was in his face and his 


shirt wasn't buttoned up right: 

"Marty, good you're here." He said, his voice a bit ragged. "Finally." 

"Finally?! What the hell do you mean ‘finally’?! I've been waiting out here for like fifteen fuckin’ minutes!" 

He brushed his hair away from his face, staring curiously at me. "You have?" 

| nodded, 

"Sorry. You gotta knock louder." Junior grinned sheepishly. "Me and Nick..| was..we weren't l.l didn't hear you." 


| glared at him. "Whatever. | don't care about what you and Nick do in your spare time, just don't keep me 


waiting!" 
"And Nick thinks l'm a bitch.."| heard him mutter under his breath. 


| ignored him and walked into the house cautiously, fully expecting to see the drummer in all his glory. 


It has happened before. The Megadeth contract should come with that warning. 


But thankfully Nick appeared from one of the rooms —with_ pants, no shirt mind you but pants. | breathed a 
sigh of relief. 


"Hey Marty! How's the chi?" He laughed. 
| rolled my eyes. He can tease me all he wants, no one should bother me when I'm refocusing my chi. Dave 


asked for it. Granted, | didn't mean to scramble the dick's brain but | get angry when my inner peace is off 


balance. 

Evidently, | think Dave has that problem all the time. 

"So, Marty, got the camera?" Junior said coming up beside me. 

"Yup. And | got other things too, | know exactly what we should do to him." 


Junior glanced at Nick and then at me. "You guys realize that Dave will crush us, utterly destroy us when he 


snaps back to his normal self?" 
Both of us nodded. 


The blonde slapped my back and smiled at Nick. "Good, as long as we're clear on that! Now, what were you 


saying Marty?" 


| put my duffel bag down and unzipped it. Carefully, pulling out the prized possession, | had been waiting to do 
this for a long time. | had fantasies about it actually, not that | would ever admit that to anybody out loud. 


proudly displaying it for my two band mates. "Isn't it gorgeous?" | exclaimed. 
"Um..."Nick smiled. "Its...a dress!" 

"Kimona" | corrected him. 

"Dave's gonna wear that?!" 

| smiled back, "Hopefully." 

‘Oh My God!" he giggled. "That's so fucked up!" 


Junior grinned. "Ill get Davel" He left in a hurry, and Nick continued to laugh. 


Junior returned a few minutes later holding Dave's hand. 

A very strange thing to see, let me tell you. 

Dave stared at me, his eyes soft and, dare | say, innocent? 

"Don't worry," he whispered to me. "| won't fuck your chi up any more." 

| smiled at him. “That's very kind of you." 

He smiled back, and | almost wet my pants. 

"Ok, Dave, listen up!" Junior said, Dave immediately standing to attention. "| want you to listen to me very 
closely. Do you see what Marty has in his hands? | want you to..." Junior paused as laughter threatened to 
escape him. "| want you to put it on, got that? Cause if you don't you'll make us feel really bad! Marty made it 
himself especially for you." 

Dave stared intently at the kimona. "It looks like a dress, David" 

"Kimona," | gently reminded him. 


"| don't feel right wearin’ a fuckin’ dress." 


"Aw, C'mon, Dave. No one will see but us, ok? Just put it on and model it and then you can take it off" Nick 


chimed in. 
Dave bit his lip. "Promise, me you won't laugh?" 
All three of us nodded. 


"Fine," he sighed grabbing the kimona out of my hands and walked toward the bathroom. The minute he locked 
the door, the laughter started. 


"This is so wrong!" Junior gasped, amidst fits of giggles. 

"I know!" Nick agreed. "But it feels so good!" 

We waited for several minutes till we heard a very quiet Dave hiss, "I'm ready. Just don't fuckin’ laugh at me!" 
He appeared..and..holy shit! The Kimona was tight, very tight. | had gotten the biggest size | could fine but it 
still wasn't right, not that | was gonna complain, though. It was red, to match his hair, with gold dragons 


stitched on it. The kimona barely fit across his broad chest and you could see every movement, | mean every 


godamn movement downstairs! And he wasn't wearing pants. 


And | was pretty positive he wasn't wearing underwear either. 
Me, Junior, and Nick just stared at him. No one moved, no one spoke, just gaped at the figure in front of us. 


Fuck, | should have hit him with the guitar along time ago. 


Ping-Pong Punishment 


Ping-Pong Punishment 


Disclaimer: Not mine. Just fiction 


| stared. 

Marty stared. 

Junior stared, 

Dave was in a red dress. My dick jumped at the sight. | mean, its not a sight you see everyday or at all in 
your life. The tight dress accentuating every muscle, every fiber on his body. His movement was like liquid 
under that red silk. He looked like some kind of freaky Amazon lady. 

| wondered what was under that dress. 

Dave folded his arms to his chest, "I know, | know, | look stupid! Just fuckin’ say it, already!" 

| shook my head. "No, Dave..you look..uh..swell..” 

"Swell?" Dave raised an eyebrow. "What the fuck do you mean by that?" 

"He means..you know..that the dress really makes..."Jurior stuttered, "It looks pretty good." 

The redhead cocked his head. "Really?" 

| nodded. "Yeah, you look pretty good..not that your drop dead gorgeous or anything, not that you don't look 
not saying that you'd wanna do anything me cause if you're not down with that then, that's ok..But if." | was 
saved from my babbling when Junior gave me a thump on the head. "Ow!" | muttered. "Guess | got carried 
away, huh?" 

My boyfriend rolled his eyes. "Just a litte." 


"Sorry" 


"Its ok, Nicky." 


"But you hurt me," | said pouted pointing to my head. "Right here.” 

"Want me to kiss it and make it all better." 

"Uh-Huh" 

Junior leaned over to kiss the top of my head then me moved down to my cheek. Pretty soon our lips were 
locked. God, that boy can kiss. He tastes delicious too, sweeter then candy. His tongue darted out and brushed 
against mine. | dragged him closer to me, our bodies pressed together... 

"Excuse me? Hello? We're standing right here!" 

Even through denim | could feel his hard cock as it rubbed against mine.. 


"Godamnit! Get a room" 


| quickly snapped out of the spell and we broke off the kiss. Junior blushed, and | smiled sheepishly. "Sorry, 


heat of the moment." 

Marty gave both of us dirty looks. "Fuck all of you, I'm getting my camera so we can do this." 
Dave frowned. "What camera?" 

"We just wanna take some shots of you..itll be fun, Dave. You can pose and all that shit" | said sweetly. 
"Hell no!" 

"Aw, c'mon" 

"No fuckin’ way, Nick!" 

"Please, Dave?" Junior whined. "You'll make us mad, do you want to make me angry?" 

Dave bowed his head. "No, | don't." 

"Then you have to pose," | said, trying to conceal the growing smile on my face. 

"No one will see them, right? The pictures, | mean" 

| nodded sagely. "I promise." Junior buried his head in my arm to muffle his giggles. 


"Fine," The General sighed. "As long as you don't get mad, but please don't laugh." 


"Of course we won't." | agreed. Junior again let out a series of snorts/giggles from up against my arm. 
"How should | pose?" Dave asked. You know it really did feel wrong. Dave was hurt, he needed our protection 
and we were selfishly taking advantage of him. What vile, cruel people we are, how dare we say we are friends 
and play such disgusting trickery on him. 

Oh, well. Bastard had it coming. 

| smiled at Dave, "Go to the end of the hallway and when Marty comes in act like you're on a catwalk ok?" 
"Like a model?" 

"Yup." 

Marty entered carrying the camera, he paused to glare and me and Junior. 

| tried not to roll my eyes, he's really just jealous cause | get to tap that sweet ass of Junior's all the time 
and he gets none. 

Marty looked over to Dave who was waiting patiently at the end of the hallway. "Ready Dave?" 

He nodded and Marty got into position 


| grinned. "Work it, bitch!" 


And Dave strutted out, his hips swinging and everything. He was rather graceful too, and with every step 


those high slits revealed more and more skin 
Marty snapped away. 
When Dave finished he smiled shyly. "That wasn't so bad." 


Junior nodded. "Good job, but now follow me. | want you to pose on this couch | have in the basement" | shot 


him a puzzled glance. He didn't answer just motioned for us to follow him as he led the way. 


The basement was mildly interesting, it had a foosball table, a ping pong table, a big screen TV, and a couple of 
chairs. But | didn't see any couch. 


"Junior, | don't see any fuckin’ couch," Dave said voicing my thoughts. 
The blonde shrugged and walked towards a door | hadn't noticed in the corner. "In here." 


He pulled out a key from his pocket and unlocked the door. Opening it he ushered us inside. Wow, the room was 
pure white except the wallpaper had little hearts on it. There was a pink heart shaped couch, and surrounding 


the couch were little dressers with red and white candles. 
"Jesus Christ, Junior! You really are a woman!" | laughed. 


"See, that's why | never showed it to you, stupid fucker!" he hissed, but | caught the amusement in his voice. 
Turning towards Dave he smiled, "Ok big boy hop up there." 


"| don't want to." the redhead whined. 

"Dave, you'll make me mad," Junior warned. 

Dave shook his head. "No fuckin’ pictures on that, I'm sorry, but | can't do it!" 
Junior folded his arms and glared. "I'm starting to get angry!" 
"Please..no..Junior, please?" 

"One... Two." 

"No, Junior! Not that!" 

"Three" 

‘lm sorry, but no fuckin’ way!" 


Junior looked over to me, clearly running out of ideas. | thought hard...Junior was treating him like such a 
child.. a child.who needed..to be punished..yes.discipline! That was it! An evil idea had sparked in my mind. 


| grinned at Junior. But then glared at Dave. "Fine, you mad us angry, you know what happens when you 


disobey, right?" 

Dave shook his head. 

| walked over to him and grabbed him by the dress. "When your naughty you get punished. Now get on the 
bed NOW!" | had never shouted at him before and didn't know what his response would be, but surprisingly he 


complied. He sat down on the awful pink couch and stared at me with wide hazel eyes. | motioned for Junior 


and Marty to come closer. “Alright guys watch him..l'll get ‘little Nicky’, be right back." 


| quickly ran out of the room and over to the ping-pong table, where two paddles were laying out, how 
convenient. | grabbed one and sauntered back. 


Fuck, this was gonna be great! 


| put on a straight face as | entered the room, making sure the paddle was hid behind my back. "Dave, you 


were bad, now we have to punish you, understand?" 

"You're not serious, are you?" he asked nervously. 

| nodded solemnly. "I am completely serious now on you hands and knees." 

Junior raised an eyebrow at this. 

Dave gave me a long stare, as if he was still expecting me to tell him it was just a joke. 
Sorry sweet daddy, but your about to get spanked. 


He hestitantly got on his hands and knees. | walked over to the bed, my hands were sweating, not to mention a 


hardening south of the beltline. 
| got on the bed, Junior and Marty watched me curiously. This was it..the moment. 


“Alright, Dave... you've been bad!" | shouted and hit him with the paddle across the silky red dress that 


covered his ass. My dick jumped with excitement. 

He winced, but didn't fight me. 

"Very Bad!" | said, giving him under whack with it. There was a intake of breath on his part. 

"Don't disobey us," *Smack!* "Ever again!” *Smack!* 

| paused and Junior grabbed my hand. "My turn,” his voice was breathy and his eyes were clouded, 
Glad to know | wasn't the only one getting off on this. 


He took the paddle and switched positions with me. He gleefully pulled up that red dress revealing Dave's pale 


Oss. 


"Say you're sorry!" Junior hissed, giving the General a tart whack. The paddle leaving a pink impression on his 
skin, Dave's breathing was coming in heavy gasps and | don't think Marty was breathing at all 


*Whack!* "Bad Boy!" *Whack!* "Say it! | cant hear youl"..*Smack*! 
"I'm sorry.” Dave panted softly. 


"What? *Whack!* "What was that? | couldn't hear your!" * Whack! * 


The paddle left red welts all over his tender ass. 

"| said | was fuckin’ sorry!" he gasped. 

| rubbed my dick, there was just something so hot about my boyfriend spankin’ the lead singer.. 
"How sorry?" Junior hollered. Giving him another hard spank. 

"Very sorry! I'll never do it again! | promise!" The redhead whined. 

Junior stopped, and put the paddle down He rubbed the welts, "Poor baby." he whispered. 

| leaned over and rubbed Dave's back. Marty snapped more photos. 

| glanced over and watched Dave stretched himself across the little couch and Junior and | followed.. 
"Can | have a turn?" Marty asked. 

| looked up from where | lay curled against Dave chest with Junior's head on my shoulder. 
| smiled sweetly. "No." 

"But it was my kimona!" 

"Sorry, Dave learned his lesson" 

"Fuck youl" he growled. 


| laughed. "Well, yeah somebody will.” 


